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CHAPTER X
CAPT. POTTERY AM) CAPT. SETTLE.

"Now either I am mad or dreaming,"'
thought I; for that the fellow had not heard
ournoisowos starkly incredible. I stepped
along the deck towards him; not an inch did
ho budge. I touched him on the shoulder.
,He faced round with a quick start.
"Sir," siid I, quick and low, before ho could

get a word out "Sir, wo are in your hands.
I will bo plain. I hare broke out of
Bristol Keep, and the colonel's men are after
me. Give me up to them, and they hang me

giro my comrade up, and they
persecute her vilely. 2ow, sir, I know not
which side you be, but there's our case in a
nntsholl."

The man bent forward, displaying a hugo
rounded face, very kindly about the eyes,
and set p of the oddest body in the world;
for, under a trunk extraordinary broad and
Etrong, straddled a pair of legs that a baby
would have disowned, so thm and stunted
were they, and (to make it queerer) ended "in
feet the most prodigiousyou ever saw.

As I said, this man leaned forward, and
shouted into my car so that I fairly leaped in
the air:

"ily name's Pottery Bill Pottery, cap'n
o' the Godsend an' you can't mako mo hear,
not if you bust yoursel'!"

You may think this put mo in a fine quan-
dary.

"I bo as deaf as nails!1' bawled he.
'Twas horrible; for tho troopers, I thought,

if anywhere near; could not miss hearing
him. His voico shook the very rigging.

"An' o' my crew tho half ashoro gettin'
drunk, an' tho half below in a very accom-
plished state o' liquor; so there's no chanco
for 'eo to speak!"

He paused a moment, then roared again:
"What a pity! 'Cos you make mo very

curious that you do!" .
Luckily at this moment Delia had the sense

to put a finger to her lip. The man wheeled
round without another word, led us aft over
the blocks, cordage and all manner of loose
gear that encumbered the deck to a ladder
that towards tho stern led down into dark-
ness.

4
Hero ho signed to us to follow, and,

descending first, threw open a door, letting
out a faint stream of light in our faces. 'Twas
tho captain's cabin, lined with cupboards and
lockers; and the light came from an oil lamp
hanging over a narrow deal table. By this
light Capt. Billy scrutinized us for an instant;
then, from one of his lockers, brought out
pen, paper and ink, and set them on tho table
before me.

I caught up tho pen, dipped it, and began
to write:

I am John Marvel, a servant of Kins: Charles,
and this aight am escaped out of Bristol castle.
Jf you be

Thus far I had written without glancing
Up, "in fear to read the disappointment of my
bones. But now.the pen was caucht sudden
ly from my fingers, tne paper torn in shreds,
pad there was Master Pottery shaking us
both by tho hand, nodding nud becking, and
smiling tho while all over his big red face.

But ho ceased at last, and opening another
Df his lockers, drew forth a horn lantern, a
mallet and a chiseL Not a word was spoken
as he lit the lantern and passed out of the
cabin, Delia and ITollowing at his heals.

Just outside, at the foot of tho steps, he
Stooped, pullod up n trap in the flooring and
iisclosed another ladder stretching, as it
wemed, down into tho bowels of the ship.
This wo descended carefully, and found our-
selves in the hold, pinching our noses twixt
finger and thumb.

For indeed the smell here was searching to
a. very painful degree, for tho room was nar-
row and overy inch of it contested by two
puissant essences, the ono raw wool, tho other
Irilgo water. With wool tho place was piled,
but also I noticed, not far from the ladder,
several casks set on thoir ends, and to these
the captain led us.

They were ubout a dozen in all, stacked
closo togothor; and blaster Pottery, rolling
two apart from the rest, dragged them to
another trap and tugged out tho bungs. A
stream of fresh water gushed from each and
Fplashed down the trap into the bilge below.
Then, having drained thorn, be staved in
their heads with a few blows of his mallot.

Jlis plan for us was clear. And in a very
few minutes Delia and I were crouching on
the timbers, each with a cask inverted over
us, our noses at tho bungholes and our ears
listening to Master Pottery's footsteps as
they climbed heavily back to deck. The rest
of the casks were stacked closo round us, so

that, even had tho gloom allowed, we could
eee nothing ut all.

Soon I heard tho noiso of feet above, and a
string of voices speaking ono after another,
louder and louder. And next Mabter Pottery
began to answer up and drowned all speech
but his own. When he ceased, there was
silence for some minutes; after which wo
heard a party descend to the cabin, and tho
trampling of their feet on the boards above
us. They remained there some whilo discuss-

ing; and then came footsteps down the sec-

ond ladder, and a twinkle of light reached
mo through the bunghole of my caelc

"Quick!" said a husky voice; "overhaul
the cargo boref

I heard some half dozen troopers bustling
about tho hold and tugging out the bales of
wool.

"Hif called Master Pottery; "an' when
you've dono rummaging my ship put every-

thing fcock as you found it,"

"Poke about with your swords," command-
ed tUa husky voice. "What's in those barrels
yonder!'

"Water, sergeant," answers a trooper, roll-
ing out a couple.

"Nothing behind them?''
"No; they're right against the side."
"Drop "em, then. Plague on this business

Tis my notion they're a mile avsay, and Cap'n
Stubbs no better than a fool to send us back
hero. Ile'h grudging promotion, that's what
he is! Hurry, thore hurry 1"

Ten minutes later tho searchers were gone,
nud we in our casks drawing long breaths of
tliaukfulness und strong odors. And so we
crouched till, about midnight, Capt Billy
brought ns down a supper of ship's oiscuit,
which wo crept forth to oat, being sorely
cramped.

He coukl not hear our thanks, but gues-e-

them.
"Now, say not a word! wasail

for Plymouth sound; thence for Brittany.
HistI We bo all king's men aboard tho Got-
land, though hearing nought I say little. Yet
I have my reasoning hera-ie- s. holding tho
Lord's Anointed to be an anointed rogue, but
nevertholess to be served; just as aboard the
Godsend I be Cap'n Billy an' you plain Jack,
bo your virtues what they may. An' the

is damn all mutineers an' rebels!
Though, to be sure, the words be a bit lusty
fpr a young gentlewoman's ears.''

We went back to our casks with lighter
hearts. Eowbeit 'twos near 5 in the morn-

ing, I dare say, before my narrow bed cham-

ber allowed me to drop asleep.
I woke to spy through my bunghole the

faint light of day struggling dowu tho
batches. Above, I heard a clanking noise,
and tho voices of the men lilccoughins a dis-

mal chant. They wero lifting anchor. I
crawled with and woke Delia, who was yet
rloeping, and together we ate the breakfast
that lay ready tec for us on the bead of a
hnrr"

Presently the sailors broke off their song,
and we heard their feet shuffling to and fro
on deck.

"Sure," cried Delia, "we are moving!''
And surely wo were, as could be told by the

altered sound of tho water beneath us, and
tho many creakings that the Godsend began
to keep. Once moro I tasted freedom again
and tho joy of living, and could have sung
for the mirth that lifted my heart. "Let us
but gain open sea," said I, "and I'll have tit
for tat with these rebels

But alas! before we had left Avon mouth
twenty minute3 'twas another tale. For I lay
on my side m that dark hold and longed to
die, and Delia sat up beside me, her hands in
her lap and her great eyes fixed most dole-
fully. And when Capt. Billy came down
with the news that we were safe and free to
go on deck we turned our faces from him and
said wo thanked hnn kindly, but had no
longer any wish that way too wretched,
even, to remember his deafness.

Let mo avoid, then, some miserable hours,
and come to tho evening, when, faint with
fasting and nausea, we struggled up to tho
deck for air, and looked about us.

'Twas gray gray everywhere; the sky
lead colored, with deeper shades towards tho
east, where a bank of cloud blotted the coast
line; the thick rain descending straight, with
hardly wind enough to set tho sails flapping;
the sea spread like a plate of lead, fave only
where, to leeward, a streak of curded white
crawled away from under tho Godsend's keeL

On deck, a few sailors moved about, red
eyed and heavy. They showed no surprise to
see us, but nodded very friendly, with a smile
for our strange complexions. Here again, as
ever, did adversity mock her own image.

But what more took our attention was to
seo a row of men stretched on the starboard
side, like corpses, their heads in the scuppers,
their legs pointed inboard, and very orderly
arranged. They were a dozen and two in all,
and over them bent Capt. Billy with a mop
in his hand and a bucket by his side; who
beckoned that we should approach.

"Arrayed in order o' merit," said he,
like ashowman to tho line of

figures beforo him.
Wo drew near.
"This here is Matt. Soames, master o' this

vessel an' he's dead."
"Dead?"
"Dead drunk, that is. O tho gifted man!

Come up!"' He thrust the mop in the fellow's
heavy face. "There now! Did he move? did
he wink? 'No,' says you. 0 an accomplished
drunkard!"

He paused a moment, then stirred up No.
2, who opened one eyo lazily, and shut it
again in slumber.

"You saw? Opened one eye, hey? That's
Benjamin Halliday. Tho next is a black
man, as you see; a man of dismal color, and
hath other drawbacks natural to suclu Can
the Ethiop shift his skin? No, but he'll open
both eyes. Seo there a perfect Christian, iu
so tar as drink can mako him.'

With like comments ho ran down tho line.
To ho brief, 'twas not till the fourth after-

noon (by reason of baffling head winds) that
we stepped out of the Godsend's boat upon a
small beach of shingle, whence, between a
rift in tho black cliffs, wound up the road
that was to lead us inland. The Godsend, as
we turned to wavo our hands, lay at half a
mile's distance, and made a pretty sight; for
the day, that had begun with a white frost,
was now turned sunny and still, so that look-
ing north wo saw the sea all spread with
pink aud lilac and hyacinth, and upon it tho
ship lit up, her masts and sails glowing liko a
gold piece. And there was Billy, leaning
over tho bulwarks and wavinir his trumpet
for "Good-by.- " Thought I for I littlo
dreamed to see these good fellows again,
"what a witless game is this life! to seek
ever m fresh conjunctions what wo leave be-

hind in a handshake."
Wo followed the road after this very mood-

ily; for Delia, whom I had mado a sharer of
the rebels' secret, agreed that no time was to
bo lost in reaching Bodmin, that lay a good
thirty miles to the south-.ves- t. Night fell and
the young moon rose, with a brisk breeze at
our backs that kept us still walking without
any feeling of weariness. Capt. Billy had
given mo at parting a small compass, of new
invention, that a man could carry easily in
his pocket; and this from timo to timo I ex-

amined in tho moonlight, guiding our way
almost duo south, in hopes of striking into tho
main road westward. I doubt not wo lost n
deal of timo anion;: the by wavs; butatlenjrth !

happened on a good road bearing south, and !

followed it till davbroak, when, to our satis- -

faction, wo spied a hill iu front, topped with
a stout castle, and under it a town of impor-

tance, that we guessed to bo Launceston.
By this my comrade and I were on tho

best of terms again; and now drew up to
consider if we should enterthe town or avoid
it to tho west, trusting to find a breakfast in
some tavern on the way. Because we knew
not with certainty the temper of the coun
try, it seemed best to choose this second
course; so we fetched around by certain bar-
ren meadows, aud thought ourselves lucky
to hit on a road that, by the size, must bo
tho ono we sought, and a tavern with a wido
yard before it and a carter's van standing at
the entrance, not threo gunshots from the
town walls.

"Now Providence hath surely led us to
breakfast,'' said Delia, and stepped before
me into the yard, towards tho door.

I was following her when, inside of a gate
to tho right of the house, I caught the gleam
of steel, and turned aside to look.

To my dismay thero stood near a score of
chargerc in this second court, saddled and

dripping with sweat. My first thought was
to run after Delia; but a quick surprise made
me ub my eyes with wondor.

'Twas the sight of a sorrel mare among
them a mare with one high white stocking.
In a thousand I could have told her for Molly.

Three seconds after I was at the tavern
door, aud in my ears a voice sounding that
stopped mo short and told me in one instant
that without God's help all was lost.

'Twas the voice of Capt. Settle speaking in
the tap room, and already Delia stood, post
concealment, by the open door.

" And therefore.master carter.it grieves
me to disappoint thee, but no man goeth this
day towards Bodmin. Such bo my Lord of
Stamford's orders, whose servant I am, and
as captain of this troop I am sent to exact
them. As they displease you, his lordship is

but twenty-fou- r hours behind; you can abide
him and complain. Doubtless he will hear
Ten million devils!"'

I heard Delia.
I saw his crimson face as he darted out and
g4tpd ner- - I SRyr or na awi tie troopers
crowding oat after him. For a moment I
hesitated. Then came my pretty comrade's
voice, shrill above the hubbub:

"Jack they have horses outside! Leave j

me I am ta'en and ride, dear lad ride!"
In a flash my decision was taken for better

or wor.--. I dashed oct around the house,
vaulted the gate and, cntciiing at Molly's
mane, leapedinto the saddle.

A dowu troopers were at the gate and twp
had their pistols leveled

"Surrender:"
"He handed if I do!"
I set my teeth aad uwM.Olyat tbe kw

wall. A sb rose like a bird ia the air the
two pbtols rang oat tcrer, ami a burning
aainieaoiqd u tear orcn.mvJafs.saQaJs
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Tn a moment the maro'aligHtecT safe on tile
other side, flinging me forward on her neck.
T, t, JI 1- .- , , -, l ,rue x scramoiea duck, ana witn a snout; mat.
frightened my own ears dug my heels into
her flanks.

Half a minute more and I was on the hard
road, galloping westward for dear life. So
also wore a score of rebel troopers. Twenty
miles and mora lay before me, and a bare
hundred yards was all my start.

CHAPTER XL
I HIDE DOWN ETTO TE1TPLE.

And now I did indeed abandon myself to
despair. Few would have given a groat for
my life, with that crow at my heels; and I
least of all, now that my dear comrade was
lost. Tho wound in my shoulder was bleed-
ing sore I could feel the warm stream well-i- S

jet not so soro as my heart. And I
pressed my knees into the saddle flap and
wondered what tho end would be.

The ,sorrel mare was galloping, freo and
strong, her delicate ears laid back, and the
network of veins under her soft skin working
with tho heavo and fall of her withers; yet
by the mud and sweat about her I knew sho
must have traveled far before I mounted. I
heard a shot or two fired, far up the road;
though their bullets must have fallen short;
at least, I heard nouo whiz past. But the
rebels' shouting was clear enough and tho
thud of their gallop behind.

I think that, for a milo or two, I must have
ridden in a sort of swoon. Tis certain, not
an inch of the road comes back to me; nor
did I onco turn my head to look back, but sat
with my eyes fastened stupidly on tho mare's
neck. And by and by, as we galloped, the
smart of my wound, the heartache, hurry,
pounding of hoofs, all dropped to an en-

chanting lull. I rodo, and that was alL
For, swoon or no, I was lifted off earth, as

it seemed, and on easy wings to an incredible
height, whero were no longer hedges, nor
road, nor country round; but a great still
ness, and only the maro and I running lan-
guidly through it.

"Ride!"
Now, at first, I thought 'twas some one

speaking this in my ear, ai.d turned my head.
But 'twas really the last word I had heard
from Delia, now after half an hour repeated
in my brain. And as I grew aware of this
the dullness fell off me, and all became very
distinct. And the muscles about my wound
had stiffened which was vilely painful; and
tho country, I saw, was a brown, barren
moor, dotted with peat neks; and I cursed it.

This did me good; for it woke the fighting
man in me, and I set my teeth. Now for tho
first timo looking back, I saw, with a great
gulp of joy, I had gaiued on the troopers. A
long dip of the road lay between mo and tho
foremost, now topping tho crest. The sun had
broke through at last, and sparkled on his cap
and gorget. I whistled to Molly (I could not
pat her) and spoke to her softly; the sweet
thing pricked up her oars, laid them back
again, and mended her pace. Her stride wa3
beautiful to feel.

Sho was going her best, but the best was
near spent. The sweat was oozing, her satin
coat losing tho gloss, the spume flying back
from her nostrils. "Soli-- I called to her
"soh! my beauty; wo ride to save an army."
The loose stones flew right and left, as sho
reached out her neck, aud her breath came
shorter and shorter.

A mile, and another mile, wo passed in
this trim, and by tho end of it musthavo
spent three-quarte- of an hour at the work.
Glancing back, I saw the troopers scattered;
far behiud, but following. Tho heights were
still a weary way ahead; but I could mark
their steep sides ribbed with bowlders. Till
these were passed, there was no chanco to
hide. The parties in this race could see each
other all tho way, and must ride it out.

And all the way the ground kept rising.
I had no means to ease the mare, even by
pulling off my heavy jackboots, with one
arm (and that my right) dangling useless.
Onco sho flung up her head and I caught
sight of her nostril, red as fire, and her poor
eyes starting. I felt her strength ebbing be-

tween my knees. Hero and there sho blun-
dered in her stride. And somewhere, over
the ridge yonder, lay the Army of tho West,
und w e alone could save it.

But sweet, gallant Molly must have held
on, for the next thing I woke up to was a
four holed cross beside the road, and soon
after we were over tho ridgo and clattering
down hill.

A rough tor had risen full iu front, but tho
road swerved to tho left and took us down
among tho spurs of it. Now was my last
lookout. I tried to sway less heavily in the
saddle, and with my eyes searched tho plain
at our feet.

Alas! Beneath us the wasto land was
spread, mile upon mile; and I groaned aloud.
For just below I noted a clump of roofless
cabins, and beyond, upon tho moors, tho
dotted walls of sheep cotes, ruined also, but
in all the sad colored leagues no living man,
nor tho sign of one. It was dono with us.
I reined up tho maro and then, in the same
motion, wheeled her sharp to the right.

High above, on the hillside, a voico was
calling.

I looked up. Below the steeper ridgo of
the tor a patch of laud had been cleared for
tillage; and here a yoke of oxen was moving
leisurely before a plow ('twas their tinkling
bells I had heard, just now) ; while behind
followed by tho wildest shape by tho voice,
a woman.

She was not calling to me, but to her team;
and as I put Molly at the slope, her chant
roso and fall in tho mournfulest sing-son-

"So-ho- Oop Comely Vean! oop, then

I rose in my stirrups and shouted.
At this and the Bound of hoofs, sho stayed

the plow and, hand on. hip, looked down the
slopo. The oxenBoftly rattling tho chains
on their yoke, turned their necks and gazed.
With sunk head Molly heaved herself up the
last few yards and came to a halt with o
stagger. I slipped out of the saddle and stood,
with a hand on it, swaying.

"What's thy need, young man that com-es- t

down to Temple wi' sword
Tho girl was a half naked savage, dressed

only in a strip of sacking that barely reached
her knees and a scant bodice of the same,
laced in front with pack thread that left her
bosom and brown arms free. Yet she ap-

peared no whit abashed, but leaned on the
plow tail and regarded me easy and frank, ai
a man would.

"Sell me a horse!" I blurted out. "Twenty
guineas will I give for one within five min-
utes, and more if he bo good! I ride on the
king's errand."

"Then get thee back to thy master an' say
no horse shall he have o' me nor any man
that uses horseflesh so.' She pointed to Mol-

ly's knees, that wero bowed and shaking and
the bloody froth dripping from her mouth.

"Girl, for God's sake sell mea horse! They
nreafter me and I am hurt." I pointed up
the road. "Better than I are concerned in
this.'

"God nor king know I, young man. Bat
what's on thy saddle cloth there '

Twas the smear where my blood had soaked :

and, looking and seeing the purpso mess caked
with mud aud foam on the sorrel's flank, I
felt suddenly very sick. The girl made a step I

tome.
"Sell thee .a horse! Hire thee a bedman,

more like. Nay, then, lad
But I saw her no longer; only called "oh

oh:" twice, like a little chQd, and, slipping
my hold of the saddle, dropped forward on
her breast.

Waking, I found mvseif in darkness not
like that of night, but of a room where the
lights have gone oct, and felt that I wai
dying. But this hardly seemed a thing to be
minded. There was u smell of peat and
bracken about. Presently I beard the tramp:
of feet somewhere overhead, and a dull sound
of voices that appeared to be cat-sin-

The footsteps went to aad fro. the voice
muttering most of the time. After a bit 1

cauuht u word "Witchcraft:"" and thee a
voice speaking qbite cte--e 'There" Wood
'pon her hande, an' there's blxi yowder by
the plow. Said anetfocr voice, higher aad
squeaky VTcerc.X stn.Jheaisd jt f9K-J- s

I you don't dig it up an' take it home.nTEe
J tramp passed on, and the voices died awav.1 By this I knew the troopers were closo

-

and
seeking me. A foolish thought came that 1
was buried, and they must be rummaging
over my grave; but indeed I had no wish to
inquire into it; no wish to move even, but
just to lie and enjoy the lightness of my limbs, j

ine mood was stiii running, i felt the warmth
of it against my back, and thought it very
pleasant. So I shut my eyes and dropped off
again.

Then I heard the noise of shouting far away,
and a long while after that was roused by the
touch of a hand, thrust in against my naked
breast over my heart.

"Who is itf ' I whispered.
"Joan." answered a voice, and tho hand

was withdrawn.
The darkness had lifted someVhat, and

though something stood between me and the
light, I marked a number of small specks, like
points of gold dotted around me.

"Joan what besides!"
"Joan's enough, I reckon; lucky for thee

tis none else. Joan o' the Tor folks call me,
but may yet be Joan i' Good Time. So hold
thy peace, lad, an' cry out so little as maybe."

I felt a ripping of my jacket sleeve and
shirt, now clotted and stuck to the flesh. Is
pained cruelly, but I shut my teeth; and
after that came the smart and delicious ache
of water, as sho rinsed the wound.

"Clean through the flesh, lad in an' out,
like country dancin'. No bullet'to probe nor
bone to sot. Heart up, soce! Thy motnor
shall kiss thee yet. What's thy name ?'

''Marvel, Joan Jack Marvel.''
"An' marvel 'tis thou'rfc Marvel yet. Good

blood there's in thee, bat little enow."
Sho bandaged the sore with linen torn from

my shirt, and tied it round with sack cloth
from her own dress. 'Twas all most gently
done; and then 1 found her arms under me,
and myself lifted as easy as a baby.

"Left arm round my neck, Jack; an' sing
out if 'tis kurtin' thee." y

It seemed but six steps and wo wero out on
tho bright hillside, not fifty paces from whero
the plow yet stood m the furrow. I caught
a glimpse of a brown neck and a pair of firm
red lips, of the gray tor stretching above 113,

aud, farther aloft, a flock of field faro hang-
ing in the pale sky ; and then shut my eyes for
the dazzle, but could still feel tho beat ef
Joan's heart as she held mo closo and the
touch of her breath on my forehead.

Down the hill sho carried me, picking tho
softest turf, and moving with an easeful swing
that rather lulled my hurt than jolted it. I
was dozing, even, when a strange noise awoka
me.

'Twas a high protracted note, that seemed
at first to swell up towards us, and then
broke off in half a dozen or more sharp yells.
Joan took no heed of them, but, seeing my
eyes unclose, and hearing me moan, stopped
short.

"Hurts thee, lad:"'
"No." 'Twas not my pain, but the sight of

the sinking sun that wrung the exclamation
from mo "I was thinking," I muttered.

"Don't; 'tis bad for health. But bide thee
still awhile, and shalt lie 'pon a soft bed."

By this time we had come down to the
road, and the yells were still going on, louder
than ever. We crossed tho road, descended
another slope, and came all at onco on a low
pile of buildings that a moment before had
been hid. 'Twas but threo hovels ot mud,
stuck together in tho shape of n headles3
cross, tho main arm pointing out towards the
moor. Around the whole ran a battered wall
patched with furzo, and irom this dwelling
tho screams were issuing:

"Joan!"' tha voico began, "Joan Jan 's

my legs Gar-rou- t, thou
hell cat Blast thee, let mb zog! Pull'n off,
Joan "

Tho voico died away into a wail; then
broke out in a racket of curses. Joan stepped
to thcdoor and flung it wide. As my eyes
grow used to tho gloom inside, they saw this:

A rude kitchen the furniture but tno
rickety chairs, now tossed on their faces, an
oak table, with legs sunk into tho earth, a
keg of strong waters, tilted over and-lrain-

ing upon the mud floor, a ladder leading up
to a loft, and in two of tho corners a few
bundles of bracken strewn for bedding. To
the left, as ono entered, was an open hearth;
but the glowing peat turves were now pitched
to right and left over the hearthstone and
about the floor, where they rested, tilling the
den with smoke. Under ono of the chairs a
black cat spat and bristled; while in the
middlo of tho room, barefooted in the em-

bers, crouched a man. Ho was half naked,
old, aud bent, with matted gray hair and
beard hanging almost to his waist. His chost
and legs were bleeding from a score of
scratches; and he pointed at tho cat, opening
and shutting his mouth like a dog, and bark-
ing out curse upon curse.

No way upset, Joan stepped across the
kitchen, laid mo on ono of tho bracken beds
and explained:

"That's foyther; he's drunk."
With which she turned, dealt tho old man

a cuff that stretched him senseless, and, gath-erin- c

up the turves, piled them afresh on the
hearth. This done, ene took tho keg and
gave mo a drink of it. The stuff scalded me,
but I thanked her. And then, when sho had
shifted my bed a bit to eass tho pin of lying,
she righted a chair, drew it up and sat beside
mo. The old man lay Ilka a log where he had
fallen and was now snoring. Presently the
fumes of the liquor or mere faintness mas-

tered mo and in eyes closed. But the pict-
ure they closed upon was that of Joan, as she
leaned forward, chin on hand, with the glow
of the firo on her brown skin and in the depths
of her dark eyes.

CHAPTER Nil.
HOW JOAS SAVED THE ARMY OF THE WEST.

But tho pain of my hurt followed into my
dreams. I woke with a start, and tried to
sit up.

Within tho kitchen ail was quiet. The old
savago was still stretched on the floor; the
cat curled upon the hearth. The girl had
not stirred; but, looking towards tho windovr
hole, I saw night outside, and a frosty star
sparkling far down in the west.

"Joan, what's the hour?"
"Sun's been down these four hoars." She

turned her face to look at me.
"I've no business lying here."'
"Chose to come, lad; none axed thee, that

I knows by."
"Where's the mare? Must set me across

her back, Joan, and let me ride on."
"Mare's in stable, wi' fetlocks swelled like

puddens. Chose to come, lad ; an' choose or
no, must bide."

" 'Tis for the General Hopton, at Bodmin,
I am bound, Joan; and wound or no, must
win there this night,

"And that's seven mile away; wi' a ballet
in thy skulk and a peat quag thy bariaL For
they went south, and thy road lieth more
south than west.'

"The troopers?"'
"Ay, Jack; an' work I had this day wp

those same bloody warriors; bot take a sop
at the keg. and bite this maocheC oC oat-
cake while I tell thee.

And so, having fed me. and set my bed
straight, she sat on the floor beside me (for
the better hearing), and in her uncouth tongue
told how I had been saved. I cannot write
her language ; bet the tale, in scni, was this:

When I dropped forward into her arms, a
Joan tor a moment was taken aback, think-

ing Ime dead. But to qooie her) " 'no good,
said I, 'in cuddhn' a lad poa the hflhade, for
folks to see. though be have a got cork like a
weach; an" dead or live, no use to 4wait for
others to make sure." "

So she lifted and carried me to a spot hard
bv that she called sbe "Jew's Kitchen;" aad
where that was, even with such bearings as 1

bad, see defied me to niscorw. There wa
do time to teed xae, whilst ismiv ssood nKr
to show my wbereaboHte; so she let me lie,
and west to lead the vrrei down to stable.

Her hr.ad on the brxiie waa the heard
a whoop I up the road, and there were half a
doa riders on the crest, aad tearing dor
hill towards her. Jo&a had nothn left hzi
to ien c4ie3, and weat m leading Ux
mare down tie slope.

In a wsfle up coaieg t fargeaost trapflpr.

draws rein, and pants out, "Where's hotoTr
"WhoP asks Joan, making out to be sur-

prised.
"Why, the lad whosemare thou'rt leadin'!"
"Mile an' half away by now.1
"Hows that!'
"Freshly horsed," explains Joan.
The troopers they were all aronnd her by

this swore 'twas a lie, but luckily, beins
down in the hollow, could not see over the
next ridge. They began a string of questions
all together, but at last a little tun bellied ser-
geant called "Silence!" and asked the girl,
"did she loan the fellow a horseP

Here I will quote her again:
" 'Sir, to thee,' I answered, "no loan at all,

but fair swap for our Gray Robin.'
" 'That's a lie," ho says; 'an' I won't believe

thee.'
" 'Might so well,' says I; 'but go to the

stable an' see for thysel'.' (Never had grav
horse to my name, Jack; but, thinks I, that'j
his'n lookout.)"

They went, did these simple troopers, to
look at the stable, and, sure enough, there
was no Gray Robiu. Nevertheless, some
amongst them had logic enough to take this
as something less than proof convincing, and
spent three hours and moro ransacking the
house and barn, and searching tho tor and
the moors below it. I learned, too, that Joan
had come in for sonio rough talk to which
she put a stop, as she told me, by offering to

on his buff coat. And at length, about sun-
down, they gave up the hunt, and rode away
over the moors toward Warleggan, having
(as the girl heard them say) to be at Brad-doc- k

before night.
"Whore is this BraddockP
"Nigh to Lord Mohuns house at Boconncc;

seven mile away to the south, and seven milo
or so from Bodmin, as a crow flies."

"Then go 1 must," cried I; and hereupon I
broke out with all the trouble that was on
my mind, and theintant need to' save these
gallant gentlemen of Cornwall, ero two
armies should combine against them. I told
of tho king's letter in my breast and how I
found tho Lord Stamford's men at Launce-
ston; how that Ruthen with tho vanguard of
the rebels, was now at Liskeard, with but a
bare day's march between tho two, and none
butl to carry tho warning. And, "Oh, Joan!"
I cried, "my comrade I left upon tho road.
Brightor courage and truer heart never man
proved, and yot loft by mo in tho rebels'
hands. Alas! that I could neither savo nor
help, but must still ride on; and hero is the
issue to lie struck down within ten mile of
niy goal I, that havo traveled two hundred.
And if the Cornishmen be not warned to give
fight before Lord Stamford comes up, all's
lost. Even.now thev be outnumbered. So lift
me, Joan, and set me astride Molly, and I'll
win to Bodmin yet."

"Reckon, Jack, thou'd best hand me thy
letter."

Now, I did not at once catch tho intent of
these words, so simply spoken; but stared at
her like an owl.

"There's horso in stall, lad," she went on,
"though no Gray Robin. Tearaway's the
name and strawberry the color."

"But, Joan, Joan, if you do this feel in-

side my coat hero, to the left you will save
an army, girl; may bo a throne! Here 'tis,
Joan, see no, not that here! Say tho seal
is that of tho governor of Bristol, who stole it
from mo for a while; but tho handwriting
will be known for the king's, and no hand
but yours must touch it beforo you stand bo- -

fore Sir Ralph Hopton. The king shall thank
you, Joan, and God will bless you for't."

"Hope so, I'm sure. But larn mo what to
say, lad, for I be main thick witted."

So I told her tho message over and over,
till sho had it by heart.

"Sha"n't forgit now," sho said nt length;
"an' so hearken to mo for a change. Bide
still, nor fret thysel'. Hero's pasty an' oat
cake, an' a keg o' water that I'll stow beside
thee. Pay no hed to feyther, an' if ho wills
to get drunk an' fight wi' Jan Tergagle that's
the cat why, let'n. Drunk or sober, heVno
'count." - -

She hid the letter nrhcr losom and stopped
to the door. On the threshold sho turned.

"Jack, forgot to ax.; what be all this blood-
shed about!"

"For church and king, Joan."
"IFm; same Jmowledge ha' I o' both an'

that's nought. Hut I dearly loves fair play."
,She was trono. In a inlnuto or so I heard

the trampling of a horse; and then, with a
scurry of hoofs, Joau was off on tho king's
errand, and riding into tho darkness.

Little rest had I that night, but lay awake
on my. bracken bed and watched tho burning.

Ieat turves turn to gray, and drop, flake by
flake, till only a glowing point remained.
Tho door rattled now and then on the hinge;
out on tho moor the light winds kept a noise
persistent as town dogs at midnight; and all
tho while my wound was stabbing, and the
bracken pricking me till I groaned aloud.

A day began to break the old man picked
himself up, yawned and lounged out, return-
ing after a timo with fresh turves for tha
hearth. He noticed mo no more than a stone,
but, when tho Are was drew up
his chair to the warmth and breakfasted on
oat cake and a liberal deal of liquor. Observ-
ing him, tho black cat uncoiled, strotched
himself, and climbing to his master's knee sat
there purring and the best of friends. I nlso
judged it time to breakfast; found my store;
took a bite or two and a pull at the keg and
lay back this time to sleep.

When I woko 'twas high noon. The door
stood open, and outside on the wall the winter
sunshine was lying very bright and clear.
Indoors, the old savage had been drinking
steadily, and still sat before tho fire with the
cat on one knee and his keg on tho other. I
sat up and strained my ears. Surely if Jo&n
had not failed the royal generals would march
out and givo battle at once; and surely, if
they were fighting, not ten miles away, some
sound of it would reach me. But beyond the
purring of the cat I heard nothing.

I crawled to my feet, rested a moment to
stay the giddiness, and tottered across to the
door, whero I leaned, listening ami gazing
south. No strip of vajwr lay on the moors
that stretched all bathed in the most won-
derful bright colors to the lip of the horizon.
The air was like a sounding board. I heard
the bleat of an old wether a mile off upon the
tors, and was turning away dejected, when,
far down in tho south, there ran a soand that
set my heart leaping.

Twos the crackhng of musketry.
There was no mistaking it The noise ran

like wildfire along the hills; before the echo
could overtake it a low rumbling followed,
and then the broker crackling aain. I
caught at the door post and cried, faint with
the sudden joy:

"Thou angel. Joan! tbott angel
And then, as ramethiag took ma br tht

throat "Joan, Joaa to see what thou tsstp
A long time I leaned by the door post there,

drinking in the sound thai now wat renewed
at quicker intervals. Yet, or as far as I
could see, 'twas the peacefulest eeae, thoogh
dreary quiet sunshine on the hflis, and the
sheep dotted here and there, croppiag. Bat
down yonder, over the ige of the noon,
moa ere flgbtwg 3d raarderhtg each
other, aad I yearned to see bow the day west.

Being both weak and loath to bum a orod
of it, I sank down on the threshold, and there
lay with my eyes tamed southward tbrooch

gap ia the stone feaee. In a while the mus-
ketry died away and I wondered, bot thoogbt

cooW stiU at times ntsrk a low noosd m of
men sboctatj. aad thi, a I learned after,
was the true battle.

It most bare been aa boororiaore hefore I
saw a mtsabgr of black sprcJa cosahw; ott
tberidseof faille and sw&rasiRg down htto

with a pinched face aad
one arro tfc brv from toft eye to mt j

n.u tJ. iu- - fcasr: the other ia has leg
toe Jam, that hads&e&I thaanfch hw ami
dam M scythe cat. Wttmrn

carried

"""J? ater""he carted out as he camo trailing
into tha yard. "Give me water I'm a dead
manP

He was stepping over mo to enter tha
kitchen, when he halted and said:

"Art a malignant, for certain P
And before I had a chance to reply his mus-

ket was swung up, and I felt my time was
come to die.

But now the old savage, that had been sit-
ting all day beforo hia fire, without so much
as a sign to show if he noticed aught that was
passing, jumped up with a yell and leaped to-
wards us. Ho and the cat were on. the poor
wretch together, tearing and clawing. I can
hear their hellish outcries to this day; but at
the moment they turned mo faint. And the
next thing I recall is being dragged inside by
the old man, who shut the door after mo and
slipped tho bolt, leaving the wonnded trooper
on the other side. He beat against it forsome
time, sobbing piteously for water, and then I
heard him groan at intervals till ho died. At
least, the groans ceased, and ths next day ho
was found with his back against tho cottage
wall, stark and dead.

Having pulled mo inside, Joan's father must
have thought he had dono enough, for on tho
ftoorl lay for hours and passed from oneswoon
to another. He and the cat bail gone back to
tho firo again, and long beforo evening both
"n ero sound asleep.

So there I lay helpless, till, at nightfall- -
there came tho trampling of horse outside,
and then a rap on the door. Tho old man
started up and opened it; and in rushed Joan,
her eyes lit up, her breast heaving, and in her
hand a naked sword.

"Church and King, JackP sbo cried, and
flung the blade with a clang on to tho table.
"Church and King! 0 brave day's work,
lad O bloody work this dayi"

And I swooned again.
.&

CHAPTER XIIL
I HEET WITH Hit. TIXGCOMB.

There had, indeed, been brave work on
Braddock Down that 10th of January. Pfcr
Sir Ralph Hopton with the Cornish grandees
had made short business of Ruthen's army-dri- ving

it headlong back on Liakeard at tho
first charge, chasing it through that town,
and taking 1,200 prisoners (including Sir
Shilston Calmady together with mauy
colors, all the rebel ordnance and ammuni-
tion, and most of their arni.

At Liskeard, after refreshing their men,
aud holding next day a solemn thanksgiving
to God, they divided the Lord Mohun with
Sir Ralph Hopton and Col G'odolphin roarch--

with tho greater part of the army upon
baltasti, wmtner itutuen hail lieu and was

himself; whilo Sir John Berke- -
ley and Col. Ashburnhom, with a small
party of horse and dragoons and the volun-
tary regiments of Sir Bovill Greavillo, Sir
Nich. Skinning, and CoL Trevanion, turned
to tho northeast, toward Launceston and
Tavistock, to see what account they might
render of the Earl of Stamford's army; that,
however, had no stomach to await them, but
posted cut of the county into Plymouth and
Exeter. ,

Twas on this expedition that two or three
of tho captains. I have mentioned halted for
an hour or moro'at Temple, as well to recog-
nize Joan's extremo meritorious service, as to
thank me for the part I had iu bringing news
of tho Earl of Stamford's advance. For
'twiw this, they owned, had saved them th
king's message being but an exhortation and
an advertisement upon sonio lesner matters,
the most of which were nlready taken out of
human hands by tho turn of events.

But though, as I learned, those gentlemen
were full of compliments and professions of
osteem, I neither saw nor heard them, beinc
by this time delirious of a high lover tna&
followed my wound. And not till ihreo
good weeks after tubs I recovered onough to
leavo my bed, nor, for man more, did my
full strength return to me. No mother could
havo made a tenderer nurso than was Joan
throughout this time. Tis to her I owe it
that I am alivo to write thfe" words; and if
tho tears scald my eyes a I do so, you will

'pardon them, I promise, before tho end of
my talo is reached.

In the first days of my recovery, news come
to us (I forget how) that a solemn sserament
had been taken between tho parties in Devon
and Cornwall, and the country was nt pf'ace.
Little I cared, at the tune; but was content

now spring was come to loiter about tho
tors, and, while watching John at her work,
to think upon Delia. For, albeit I had littlo
hopo to seo her again, my late protty com-rad- o

held my thoughts the day long. I
shared them with nobody; for though 'tis
probable I had let some words fall in my
deliriu'n, Joan never hinted at this, und I
uaver found out.

To Joan's company I was left; for her
father, after saving my life that afternoon,
took no further notice of me by word or deed;
and the cat, Jan Tergagle (named after a
spirit that was said to liauut the moors here-
abouts, was as indifferent. So with Joan I
passed the days idly, tending the sheep, or
waiting on her as she plowed, or lyin full
length on the hillside aud talking with her of
war and battles. Twas the one topic on which
she was curious (scoffing at me when I offered
to teach her to read print), ami for hours sho
would listen to stories of Alexander and Han-
nibal, C.'esar and Joan of Arc, and other great
commanders wboe history I retnemborad.

One evening 'twas early in May we ImmI

climbed to tho top of the gray tor above
Temple, whence we could spy the white sails
cf the two channels moving, and, btretebed
upon tlie short turf thore, I was telhns; my
usual tale. Joan lay beside me, her chin
propped on one earth stained band, her great,
solemn eyes wide opn at she listened. Till
that moment I bad regarded her rather as a
man comrade than a girl, bat now seme fem-
inine trick of gesture awoka me, perhaps, for
my fancy began to contrast her with Delia,
and I broke off my story and sighed.

"Art longing to be henceP she asked.
I felt ashamed to be thns caught and was

silent. She looked at me and west on
"Speak out, lad."
"Loath wonld I be to leave you, Joan.
"And whyl"
"Why, we are good friends, I hopo, and I

am gratefuL"
"Oh, ay wish tfaee'd learn to speak the

troth, Jack. Art loosi-s- g to bo nsnoe and
shalt soon."

" Why, Joaa, yon woaM not hare me dwest
here alwaysP

Sbe made no answer for a wfcfie aad then
with a change of tone:

"Shalt ride wi' me to Bodmin fair
for a treat, an' see the gre4 Turk aad

fat 'oormb and boctts-poca- So ted mamore
boot Joaa, the "

On the morrow, about 9 in the learning,
we set off Joan on the strawbersjr, balanced
easQy on an old sack, which was all her saddle.
aad I co Jtf'Jly, tfaai now wwMod again aad
chaasg to he so idle. As we set oat Joan's
father for theftn time took earn aotfeu of
nae, standing at the door to mo us eT aad
sboctiog after as to briar home some aoooaat
of the wrestling. looking back at a aaarter
mfle's distance, I awjhsi attU frames m the
doorway with the cat perches! oahihoir.

Bodmin town is sooght hot a narrow street,
near oa a mile long, aasd wMeoJag tower-d- the
westers end. Jt lies mainly along the socrtk
side of a stp vale, ad tide "Hay usorahs--
Joaa aad I Wt the mors aad rode down to
it from northward, already we coals! bear
tronspftt Uowmg. the big dram asaadinc.
aad all the basvJJon; Toiea aad hobbeJa of the
fair. Deaceadiac, we found the fqag'atreet
Haed with booths aad ahowt ami net tiknAmd

with the crowd, for the rert haei early aad
waa after ia full swiaz. Asd tha ctvrr of

iadlr tmtMti with bfcttd. aad af ia-wt-a cat.
frw thwa fmm m- - woonL Jfcat mow all

dm tcfeir I wsr was A sr ctou. --ontrire-i
mrttbtrhd- - --.r br Joaa. ?v, I manW
auaaoste- - ae- - - taaofty 1

&! ft to U at, an taken tnfior

tiKptout towards aae. aad ieKxdm'y rx&mnvM&mkai, UKom9
Tw a company of hone axrr-'e- poms aad oaar&s mixad aa with

teg at a great pace, aad I gaess-- d that the aoaeat caoatrr Jaca, rsbbw I
battle was aooe and the--- Hex the Ant facv i aad seen Wasrtajpe.
titrei of the beatea army. jCow mr own nrst buahmm was wise a

Twas, maybe. boor after thar a an mjar: for dm dotaes I wore when I frf
cajoe m t&rouzn the rap; a Isna, hawk eyed Temple, foar moaiha badk. Iu4 im so
man. Uroagtygsefee

below

a wmwmmoi
MAe.

a

intrenching

PYwocfawomaa.

saiaj on a very promising young gcnslemaa
that had tho misfortune to be killed on Brad-doc- k

Down. Arrayed in this, I felt mysciC
again, and offered to take Joan to see tho rat
woman.

Wo saw her, and tbd Ethiop, and tlw rhi-
noceros (which put mo iti mind of poor An-
thony EEligrew). and the pic; faced babv,
and the cudgel play, and presently boltx! be-
fore a Cheap Jack that was crying
in a prodigious loud voico near the town-- walk

Twas a meager, sharp visaged fellow with
a gray chin beard hfco a billygoat'-s;- ' and (aa
fortune would have in, spying our approach,
he picked oat a mirror from hts steck,andt
holding it aloft, addressed u straight:

What havo we here.'1 cries be, "but a pair
o lovers coming! and what i my hand but a
lover's hour glass I Sure the stars of heaven
must have a hand in this conjuncture aud
only thirteen pence, my pretty fellow, for &
gloss that will tell the weather P your sweet-
heart's face, and help make it fine."

Thero wero mauy country follows with
thoir maids in the crowd, that turned their
heads at this address ; and as ase&l tho womea
began.

" Tis Joan ' the Torr
"Joan's picked tip wi a sweetheart tee

heo! an' herd forsworn nuui-kind- !"

"Who is beP
"Socio furriner, sure, that Hkas garHefc.
"He s bought her no ribbons yet"
"How should he, poor lad, that osa find no

garments upon her to fasten Vm sof
And soon, with a deal of spitafal kutgater.

Some of these sayinjr wore half truths, no
doubt; b:it the truthfuket word ay bo

So, noting a dark tUtah on Joan's
cheek, I thought to eed tho see by taking
the Cheap Jack's mirror on the spot, to stop
his tootpie, aitd then drawing ner sway.

Bot in this I was a moment too kite, for
just as I reached up my bawl with the thir-
teen ami the grinmaK follow on the
platform beat forward with hat mirror, t
heard a coarser jest, a riMh m Utckcrowd and
two heads go crack! together hke eggs.
Twas two of Joau tormentors shodtad taken
by the hair and served o; ami, drejoping
them the next instant, bud oanghtlthe Cheap
Jack1 beard, as you might a bell repo, ami
wrenched him hwul foremast off his stand,
my lhirtfu pence dying far ami wuie.
Plump be fell into the crowd, that. scattered
en ail bawls as Joan pummehdvhfin; and
whack! whack! fell the ltkws an the poor
idiot's face, who screamed for merry, ai
though Judgment Day were ootne.

No on, for the minute, dared to step een

them; and prwsutlr Joan, looksnr uu.
j with arm mised for another buuX, sjvtrd a

ooor r close br, in a red andvyellow-
govrn. that had been reading fart-acr- in a
tub of black water t.-Ui- e aira. Hit was now
broken off. dismayed at the hubbub. To thin
tub sb draggrd the Cheap Jack nndiiHaufcibiui
into it with a round sous. The blacfc'water
iplashed right aad lft oyrtaicrd. Then,
her wrath sated, Joan fared th rentwttn
hand- - oa hips, ami waited for them to
come on.

Not word had she fcpokn, froai'first to
last, but stood now with lwtchreksautifcUwoni
hearing. Then, finding uune to takroip hr
challenge, she strode out thronga tUrfolk,

id I afr her, wth the mirror hi atjthand.
u bile tho Chwip Jack hiulC out of
the tub, whiniug, and the astreioerWip"tl
hi long whit') board and soiled roU

Outsidf the throng was a carriage n toppl
for a minute by thw tumult, and a servant
at the horsM' hads. By t an look of it 'twas
tho coach of Mine person of quality;, and,
glancing at it, I ww inside an old gextithsnan,
with a grav venerable face, enatisX. Krr
the moment it flashed on me I had som him
bfore somewhere, and cudgeled my wtt o
think wkre it hod been. liut a woes m I and
longer gaa assured nw I was xntatakixv and
I went on down tha street after Joan.

Sho wok walking fast and angry ; nor, when
I caught her up and tri! to Moshe, wow. I
ihe answer me bat in the shortMnLvwerd
Woman's justice, iu I hnd just leaimed, be
thin small defect gocn Jitralghc raongb,
but mainly for th wrong otyfcct, Whw n
3ow I proved in my own cane.

"Whero nro yon going, Joanf
"To 'Fifteen Balk' tabr, for my ho!l.,,
"Art not leaving the fulr yet,ureljrp
"That I bo, though, tlkru bad fairing

mow wi a tnaa I

Nor for the great pnrt-o- f the wir homo
wotikl sbe sjxiak to me. lint matting, by
Pound Sea wens (a hamlet cJowj-t- tbe rond, ,
with hs friend going to the fair, jUi
itoppod for u while to chafwtth them, whilst
I rode forward; and when overtook tue,
iier brow was clear again.

"Am a bot headed fool, Jack, aad have
spoiled thy day for theo."

"Nay, that ou have not,11 said I, hwirtily
glad to ui her bamhle, for the AreVtsate in
our acquaiutonce; "bat if yon have forgiven
me that which I could not help, yon shall
take this that I bought for tom, In (roof."

And, pulling out tbe mirror, I leaned err
and handed it to her.

"What i' the world be tMaT , nsked,
taking and looking at it tkmhtfuUy.

"Why, a mirror."
"What's thatr
"A glees to see your face m, I nxni&bted.
"Be this my face?" Hoe rodi forward,

holding op the gbi. In front of her. M Why.
what a hiindeows looking get I he, le - sere J

JaHc, art oertAia 'fl mj rmy own ttimT
"To be mrm." xaid I, s ma ain a,
"Well r" There wee silence tmr a fall min-

ute, save for our borr tread on the high
romL And tfca:

"Jack, I be powerful dlrtyr'
This was tm moagh, aad k mode me

langb. Bbe looked np selamaly at utf mirth
having no wo of n joh then or ever) an i

bent forward to the glass again.
"By the way," aad 1, "aid yon mark a

carriage just ottt44e the crowd, by j
Jack's booth, wih a white bnJren ssidieuMn
lentod iaatd

Joaa nodded. "InaeUr Haaaftbal ; TWg-com- b,

steward o Oleys.""

"Whatr
I jssnei la my saddle, ami wtnh aaaaji

the bridle brought MoUy to a afaaamV.
"Of Oleysr I cried. M4meM of Sir

Deahm XiUlgrew that fnT
"Sight, lad. etxoept the bot leortf. Ikt

is,' ahoHiaal rather say. "
Then yen are wrong, Joe; ferhoW''

aad borieil tarn Ave month. Whore ieth.
hoase of CMeys! tor to awf raw asaa rat
there."

"Tis easy foamf, then: or Jk linaA n
the sooth const, yoaaer, and no ban sear it(
five milo from anywhere, aad sfeaea tro.
TeasaK due south. Fhaft want tie nforrj
thou sCKfleat. Jar. Bear, now whoM ' h'
ihoaght i was so aartyr

The Aottage 4mmr stood open a we rAm
into the vara, and frees, ft a iaioi, smoke
came niiag. with a ss&eU of" pet. Wthb
I (tMod the msoWertag larva ttsattrrd
ahesst as on the day of my Are antral, aad
among them Joan's fatsmr areta, a en
tea face; only this tsmm the est teas oarla
np ausHiy ana lying hetween She ofcl avias
nVnlrmr h'arha

' Drunk aanua'Mtm' Joan aVertly.
Bat, hiotrmg more narrowly, 1 awihd a

pcrphsh stain on the ixnmmd ay theoatagaa i
month aad tarn lean softly oner.

"Joan, saht I, "he's no drnaft h I

Sue atood ahovo as ami IsiasaT eVa, Art
ai tha i my, faanraa am, wataaat sautm
'or a Case; at lent:

"Than I Tio&utm he may as wall V hari
' Osrf." I colled out, am; shesail at that

-- tU ynar SttBsm sat h it

"Why, that's w.ai As h none alfar,
ahonhia't Ueahl asee to haysTa.

Aad at, hetore asgat, a aarrsai Urn an to
the hWfc tarjfcf, ami nag has grnoe :

thbatotmiaaiagaahM. AoeB-s-t
oeaa e ImU Mam, fearis "" &1

rvfe: ms. hotac osoaral Mat oner. et
evay bane to the haret, Jn mat -

k-- aig ir
CaUJCsW 9EIT.


